DAYSPRING

An accident, without doubt. The cliffs are danger-
ous." When I left I passed close by the shed.
The sharers had disappeared, but golfers were
golfing on distant parts of the course. Curiosity
had exhausted itself. The door of the shed was
open and the policeman Stood in the doorway.

To-day I was informed positively that the affair
was not an accident, but suicide. The English
military officer was known on the coaSt for his
peculiarities; a letter had been found . . . relatives
were arriving from England. Yes, it was all very
sad, very regrettable, A charming man, he was,
though peculiar and of solitary habits. Etc. etc,
What Stuck in my mind was the pair of heavy boots
protruding insensate, callous, ugly, from the fore-
end of the rug . . . Mysterious existence of
these eccentric self-exiled English 1 But not more
mysterious than the existence of anybody else.

Brittany, July.

At 4.30, though the dawn has furtively begun, the
lighthouse about five miles off is Still flashing its
red sector over the deep dusk; two flashes, a pause,
two flashes, a pause, and so on without end. And
the other lighthouse, about ten miles off, is flashing
its white light. (Men on those lighthouses prob-
ably dozing !) The character of the sky cannot be
determined in the gloom, except as far as it is
indicated by a total absence of Stars. I ignite the
firSt and finest cigarette of the long day. A States-
man of my acquaintance once told me that abso-
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